SELECTIONS IN ENGLISH POETRY
I know the lovely Lake of Van;
Yet, knowing all these things,
I wander with a caravan,
I wander with a caravan !
The cold moon rose remotely higher,  insensibly the
voices hushed,     75
And men with wine and laughter flushed were sleeping
all around the tire,
Till one alone sat on erect, his ready gun across his
knees,
The sentry of the night elect,  guardian of sleeping
destinies.
The water-bullocks lay as dead; the dogs drew near
with noiseless tread,
And huddled in a loose-limbed heap beside the fire, and
through their sleep    So
They twitched at some remembered hunt; the merchant
in his sheepskin rolled
Within the tent saw dreams of gold; the camels with
uneasy grunt
And quake of their distorted backs slept on with loath-
ing by their packs.
At dawn the weary sentry rose to throw some brush-
wood on the flames,
Called on his comrades by their names, and turned to
greet the endless snows,     85
But then from his astonished lips a cry of unbelieving
rang
And all the men towards him sprang, the camel drivers
with their whips,
The bullock driver with his yoke, and gazed in loud
bewilderment
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